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‘ Cultivation is as necessary to the mind, as food is to the body.” 


“If good we plant not, vice will fill the place ; 
And rankest weeds the richest soils deface.” 
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AN APPEAL TO OUR READERS. 


More than three Months have elapsed since the com- 
mencement of this publication, and already are our pros- 
pects of future usefulness, and the anticipated splendor 
of the pawn, becoming clouded by many difficulties 
which we (thoughtless youth) little expected to encoun- 
ter. Just as we imagined our efforts to eradicate the 
demon IGNORANCE from the minds of our fellow-youth, 
by endeavoring to instil into them a love of reading, and 
- (6a desire toexcel in composition,”? and were about real- 
izing as we vainly supposed, the fulfilment of our expec- 
tations, the idea occurred to us to “sit down and count 
the cost’? of our establishment. We did so—and not- 
withstanding we made a calculation of our expenses pre- 
vious to our undertaking, we fell infinitely short of what 
they really are. ‘The reason of this was because we cal- 
culated too largely upon the increase of our subscription 
list, and though it has accumulated one third since the 
commencement, it is yet too small to defray the actual 
expense. 

It is not our intention to enter into a detail of the 
merits (if it has any) .of the publication;s—it has been be- 
fore my fellow-youth long enough for them to determine 
whether itis worth patronizing or not—whether they 
will endeavor to obtain more subscribers, and thereby 
prevent its descending below the horizon, which must in- 
evitably take place at the expiration of three Months, 
unless a suflicient increase of patronage is received. 

We know that we have some real friends to whom we 
formerly have not appealed in vain, and it is creditable 
to the sex, that amongst them a daughter of Columbia 
stands pre-eminent. Indeed the females generally, have 
manifested a greater degree of interest for the prosperity 
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of our paper, than the other sex;—yet we do not mean 
to insinuate that they have been totally regardless of our 
calls for support. 

To all our subscribers, and particularly those who have, 
in addition to their own, been instrumental in placing 
others on our list, we tender our sincere thanks, and as- 
sure them that their kindness will ever be gratefully re- 
membered by their much obliged friend, 

Lewis Witson. 
fs 


The originality of several communications we have 
Jately received through the Post Office, is doubted;— 
therefore, we will not insert them. We would take it 
as a particular favor if those who send us copied articles 
for insertion, would mention that they are selected, what 
from, and be particular in pointing them. 








We this day insert “Dick” in reply to “S,” because 
we thought it no more than proper that our readers 
should have both sides of the question. It was against 
our will that “S’? appeared, and had it not been that it 
was put in type during the absence of the editor, it would 
not have been inserted. We hope this hint will suffice; 
and that we shall hear no more from either of them on 
the subject. 





FOR THE DAWN, 

Friend Wilson,—I have read with pleasure the three 
numbers of the Dawn and sincerely wish success to the 
laudable undertaking. 

Though but a youth it has long been my decided opin- 
ion, that unless the understanding was enlightened and 
matured by Practice, the greater part of the expense and 
trouble of bestowing an education, was lost. Nor is this 
all. Community is also deprived of the services of such. 
‘The philanthropist looks forward with pleasure, at the 
prospect of an improvement. ‘The world, I am persua- 
ded, might, ere this, have been far, very far, beyond its 
present advancement in Literature, had suitable opportu- 
nities been afforded in this respect. ¢* Youth is the season 
or improvement,’”? and why not, while there is a march 
of mind in other respect, improve in this particular also! 
» It may be said, that the way was open and free for the 
exercise of talents—But I appeal to the candor of every 
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liberul minded person, if there can be that inducement, 
when thereis no prospect of a suitable opportunity to 
bring them before the public. By giving them publicity, 
the writer has an opportunity of knowing the light in 
which his productions will be viewed, and may improve 
by the remarks of the reader. 
Howarp. 
Mountpleasant, Ohio. 6th Mo. 1822. 





FOR THE DAWN. 

Mr. Editor,—In No. 5 of the Dawn I perceived a com- 
munication signed S, in which it was attempted to exon- 
erate motner ‘Eve from the imputation of being the first 
medium through which sin and sorrow was conveyed un- 
to the human species: but the arguments appear very 
futile when opposed by testimony and observation. 

Eve was the first who eat of the apples consequently 
she was the first who sinned. She was the only one with 
whom the serpent conversed, therefore she must be the 
only one he deceived: she being the first of the human 
species who sinned, it mugt necessarily be, that she en- 
tailed the misery accruing therefrom upon her progeny. 

‘‘ She took of the fruit and did eat, and gave unto her 
husband.” Yes, she became sinful first, and then con- 
taminated him. And it was the woman who caused the 
man to be sinful, for she “ gave unto him.” = & She took,” 
and ‘she gave ;”? sheimbibed sinfulness from Satan, and 
she imparted sinfulness to her partner; hence she was 
the immediate cause of his sinning; for he got it not from 
Satan or the tree, but from the woman. In reading over 
the chapter which describes the fall of man we cannot dis- 
cover that Satan had any conversation with the man; but 
with the woman only. “ He said unto the woman, &c.” 
Then how can it be said that man was engaged in the in- 
troduction of sin into the human family. ‘This quotation 
argues that the man was not deceived by satan, but by 
the woman, for he held converse with none but her and 
‘she gave unto him.” : 

, “8” says, “ for he was deceived as well as she:” true 
enough—but by whom? why the woman, for‘ she gave 
unto him and he did eat.” It is evident from the text 
that the man did not permit the serpent to deceive him; 
for if he had he would have been cursed forit. But he 
was cursed for “ hearkening unto the voice of his wife.” 
And it was woman who sinned and incurred punishment; 
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she brought death upon herself by taking the fruit, and 
subjected man thereto by giving it to him. It was wo- 
man took sin, it was woman gave sin. Hence we must 
conclude that woman passively received it and actively 
distributed it; by her instrumentality death became the 
fell destroyer of mankind, and all the pain and sorrow 
we experience was entailed upon us by the sole misde- 
meanor of woman. Dick. 








FOR THE DAWN. 


“Vet a few years, or days perhaps, 
Or moments, past in silent lapse, 
And time to me shall be no more. 
No more the sun these eyes shall view, 
Earth o’er these imbs her dust shall strew, 
Ane life’s fantastic dream be o'er.” 


Mr Eprror—A young lady with whom I have the 
pleasure of being intimately acquainted, has been so 
obliging as to favor me with the following copy of a let- 
ter, from one young lady to another, with who she is 
united in the strictest bands of friendship. 

You know, Mira, ourresidence lastsummer, at Clindon 
House. Iam now returped to the same delightful spot, 
on a visit of a Month, to Siberia, Sister, and ever since 
my arrival [have been teasing him with the old request, 
but he always resisted my importunity, and put me off 
with some trifling excuse until Jast night he had been 
talking on several grave subjects. In my usual manner, 
I rallied him on a gravity so unbecoming his years and 


-rank in lifes; but he, with the persuasive eloquence he is 


so much master of, attempted to convince me that a seri- 
ous air was more becoming, than the thoughtless flippan- 
cy of a modern fine gentleman. After talking thereon 
for some time, he brought me toa subject he knows I think 
very little of. He discussed the subject with all the 
gravity of a Philosopher, then taking my hand between 


- both of his, he pressed it with that graceful freedom you 


know is so natural to him, and looking attentively at me 
he said, “ihe lovely Aphelia knows very well she one da 

must die, yet how thoughtless she advances to the last pe- 
riod! With what trifling gaiety she passes away the fly- 
ing moments that ought to be better employed! I have 
often tried to reason her out of this fancied security, but 
in vain! She turns all [ say into raillery! What if death 
was to throw his unerring javelin at the lively, the gay 
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Aphelia! Her charms could not save her—Death is no 
respecter of persons, and I fear she is ill prepared for the 

summons that will call her to close her eyes on all ter- 
~ restrial objects! That final destiny hasas yet occupied too 
small a portion of her reflections. That lovely face, that 
engaging person which can scarcelv be matched for beau- 
ty, will be a prey to death! Corruption shall destroy ~ 
their charms, and moulder them in the dust! Why then 
should Aphelia give her attention to the corruptible part, 
and almost totally neglect the concerns of the immortal 
. soul!:”” 

I could make no reply to his important interrogations. 
Observing my silence, he continued, “the generality of 
youth in this age, think more of enjoying the present mo- 
ment, than they do of preparing for that which is to come; 
but, since the death of my brother, who was carried off 
so suddenly, I am resolved that death shall not come 
upon me unawares, for I make the things of futurity my 
principal study. Iam satisfied I should not look upon 
the summons of the grim messenger, as premature; on 
the contrary, I could welcome the kind message which 
comes to set me free from this earthly prison, and give 
me liberty in the realms of happiness. ‘That the gaiety 
by which Lam surrounded, may not allure me to forget 
that I am mortal, if you will accompany me into the pri- 
vate room yousso much wish to see, I will explain my- 
self.” ( To be continued.) 

Bg “ Dick’s” verse, * LancasnireE’s Address to the 
youth of Wilmington,” and the * Mrcuanic,” are post- 
poned for want of room, in consequence of an over#ow 
of original matter; which, we hope, may be a constant 
source of complaint, .as long as we print the Dawns, 

—<—> + 1990000 2s 
FOR THE DAWN, 
HANNAH’s DEPARTURE. 
Some men love to frolic, with plenty their choice, 
And spend their time sporting away, 
Desolation so dismal their passions entice, 
And soon strikes the heart with dismay. 
But Hannah, dear girl, my esteem I impart, 
Thou alone art the pride and good wish of my heart, 





All Nature’s beauty, my secret delight, 
The flowers in the valley so sweet: 
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Not all their profusions appear half so bright, 
As thy beauty so charmingly neat. 
Then come dearest girl, let us never part, 
Thou alone art the pride and good wish of my heart. 


All worth and vain cares appear frailty to me, 
» When I on thy beauty can gaze: 
My heart palpitates when my mind thinks on thee; 
Thy virtues are far beyond praise. 
Then come dear Hannah let us never part, 
Thou alone art the pride and good wish of my heart. 


In time of distress I would look on thy face, 
Imploring kind Heaven for thee; 

Thy smiles dearest girl, would my sorrow erase 
And fill my young heart full of glee. 

Then do’nt let dissention our happiness thwart, 

Dear Hannah, the pride and good wish of my heart. 


a fle t Lhe Sate it Fs 
LLC OR EE Itt pepe pen ra : 


Ye breezes blow strong if kind fortune you bring, 
Ye rivers your murmurs forbear, 
Sweet birds in the morning, melodious sing, 
While Hannah resides with you here. 
But all mourn in silence when she does depart, 
She alone is the pride and good wish of my heart. 
LANCASHIREs 
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For the Dawn. 


“Come here my gentle rhyming muse 

Let me some thoughts in verse infuse; 

And on my humble mind indite 

Those things that thou wouldst have me write.” 
Scarce had this invocation ended, 

When straight before my sight, suspended 

In limpid air, a form appears, 

Surrounded by a light that cheers 

My darken’d mind! She wore the grace 

Of modesty upon heg face: 

Not to her face confin’d alone, 

Thro’ all her form its glories shone. 

Her eyes, her brows, her lips, her cheek, 

The prototype of Beauty speak . 

But Vil not draw description far, 

She was as all the muses are. 
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“Come seize the pen,” says she, ‘and scribe 
At sluttishness, a gentle jibe; 
For it in one so high has grown 
That decency from her has flewn; 
And one on whom she grateful smil’d, 
Far from her paths has been beguil’d 
Into a land where nought is seen ° 
But objects painful and unclean.” 

‘¢Mark yonder married female well, 
The sight a painful tale will tell: 
She who a beauteous belle once shone, 
A most disgusting sight has grown. 
‘Grace was her step:’ now we descry 
Her body borne so carelesly, 
A filthy, moptng ideot’s gait, 
Will scarce the lazy step relate. 
Hier hair that once in ringlets roll’d, 
Or braided fine, to gazer’s told 
Those gifts which Nature gave in love, 
She thought her duty to improve, 
Are now in sad confusion tost, 
And Art and Nature’s beauties lost 
Like his who’s been in dungeon kept 
For years, and with live vermin slept. 
And folks with pleasure once have said 
Great taste and fancy she display’d 
In the adjustment of her hat, 
When she wore silken, ora flat. 
Now an indented untrim’d bonnet, 
(The like was ne’er before upon it,) 
Is all that ornaments her head, 
In lieu of all those beauties fled. 
With grace she once her form display’d, 
Envelop’d in a rich brocade; 
In silk, in satin, or mn crape . a 
She shew’d her fascinating shape; 
While the rich party-colour’d zone, 
Around her waist resplendent shone, 
And made her such a glorious sight 
' ‘That all who view’d her, drank delight. 
But, now how chang’d the sight appears ! 
Turn’d to a slut, for weeks she wears 
‘A nasty, dirty, greasy frock’ 


ee That all essays of soap will mock; 
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For you might soap and wash in vain, 
And wash and soap, and wash again, 
And still no charge could you perceive, 
Nor from their filthy bonds relieve 
The native shades that once were shewn, 
But now by dirt are overgrown. 
The feet which bear this dirty sight, 
Exist in correspondent plight; 
For when in view herself she throws, 
Without remorse ‘slip shod’ she goes. 
Thus she who once with beauty rang’d, 
To downright ugliness is chang’d, 
And from all decency retir’d. 
Nor can she longer be admir’d; 
Because, from such a sluttish view, 
Disgust and pain will still accrue; 
And e’en as strangers pass her by, 
They ina fit ofanger cry, 
‘Why do’nt the citizen’s essay 
To have such objects put away; 
The Poor-House is the proper home 
For those who in this manner roam.’ 
‘The picture which I now have drawn, 
Must be inserted in the Dawn,” 
The muse then said—*“that it may stretch 
Its likeness to the sluttish wretch, 
Who was the object held in view, 
While I in verse this likeness drew: 
And may she at this paltry price, 
Procure this knowledge—‘that the vice, 
‘In which she with such pleasure lives, 
‘Destruction to her graces gives.’ 
From this may she instruction draw, — - 
And be constrain’d by Reason’s law, 
» Into a purer land to range, 
And live within the happy change.” 
She spoke—and with expanded wings, 
High in the limpid air she springs, 
. And searcely there a moment shone, 
‘But left her verse and me alone. 







































ELIZABETH. 





The Dawn is published twice a month, by Lewis 
Witson, No. 105, Market Street, Wilmington, Del. at 
75cts. a year, payable half yearly in advance. a 
pc? All letters to the Editor must be post paid. 























